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SHOULD APRON STRINGS
BE BROKEN BY COLLEGE
FRESHMEN?
Alpha Talley, ’33
Perhaps we remember the proud, happy look
grandmother had when she would receive a
nice, hip gingham apron with long strings which
tied around the waist in a slender stringing bow
at the hack. These aprons were quite stylish
then: and grandmother, or perhaps mother,
would never have thought of doing her house¬
work without one on. Of course, as the style
of everything else changes, so has the style of
aprons changed. Nevertheless, it is easy to
associate children and apron strings, for, usu¬
ally, where mother is, baby is toddling there,
too, or wanting to be there.
So, on throughout adolescence, the child gets
solace from his parents and confides in them.
He does not know what responsibility means.
A child at this period might be compared well
to a little baby bird, which, blind and thought¬
less, ignorant, yet trusting its parents to the
fullest extent, opens its mouth to receive the
good things from the mother bird.
During this period in which the parent domi¬
nates, the child receives training which will in¬
fluence his entire life. The customs taken on
from his environment and the traditions handed
down by his family became a part of the child
and influence all his actions. He becomes
closely knitted to his parents, if they are true
and wise, and there is a mutual understanding
between them. The alert parent is happy to
provide for the necessities of the child, and
the irresponsible child, equally as happy, de¬
pends upon the parent.
Usually, a boy, or girl goes through high
school in the same care-free, dependent manner,
for, quite frequently, he or she attends the
home-town high school, or one near. He, conse¬
quently, finds that his associates are old, fami-
(Continued on Page 7)
A CHRISTMAS IMPRESSION
By Millie Dobbs, ’33
For several Christmas seasons I had wished
to be awakened on Christmas morning by carols.
Therefore, this past Christmas morning when I
was awakened by the beautiful strains of “Silent
Night, Holy Night,” 1 felt as if something for
which I had long waited had really happened.
Looking from the window out upon a white
world early on Christmas morning, and listen¬
ing to this beautiful carol, I was not conscious
of the fact that I was in any ordinary place.
I could have been a figure on a Christmas etch¬
ing. because of the fact that I enjoyed the scene
so completely, ()r, I could have been on the
outside of a group of j>eop!c who were playing
for the Baby Jesus, so real was the Christmas
spirit I felt.
Miss Hamilton
Miss May C. Hamilton, a former teacher in
the Elementary and the High School of Spelman
College, died December 18, 1929, at Nashville,
Tennessee. She had not been in good health
for more than a year, but she continued her
wonted activities up to the very last. In the
late afternoon of December 18 she had gone
out as usual to the Home for Blind Girls to
read to them, returned, prepared and eaten her
supper and lain down to rest before retiring.
She was taken suddenly ill and died at 10:30
that night. During the week before her death
she had sent many Christmas gifts and greet¬
ings to teachers and students on Spelman
Campus. The funeral was held on December
21. in Nashville, Tennessee, and the body was
taken to Ripon, Wisconsin, for burial. Miss
Minnie Timson, a co-worker with Miss Hamil¬
ton for many years at Spelman and a close
friend, attended the funeral.
Miss Hamilton was a resident of Ripon, W is-
consin, and was graduated from the Baptist
Missionary Training School of Chicago in 1895.
She did Missionary Training work in Memphis.
Tennessee, in the year 1895-96 and taught Mis¬
sions at Shaw University, 1896 to 1905. From
19()5 to 1909 she taught in the Carolina Bishop
Continued on Page 7)
TO GO OR NOT TO GO—TO
COLLEGE
Lois Davenport, ’30
The problem of whether to go to work or to
continue one’s education often faces the person
who must undertake the responsibility of his
or her support. Not only is this a question of
debate, in the mind of the high school student
who is thinking of entering college, but it is a
question that is quite as prevalent among those
who are already in college. Students have
reacted to this situation in two general ways.
hirst, there is the student who earns his
expenses at college, during his after-school
hours, or during his vacation. Many think that
it is impossible for a student to earn and at
the same time learn; but the person who is
ambitious finds nothing impossible. Work be¬
comes an asset instead of a hindrance. What¬
ever he does he usually does whole-heartedly.
He uses his spare time wisely. It does not
mean that he finds no time for anything other
than studies and work, but his time is so well
planned that he is often among the leaders of
other activities. 1 hen when time comes for
recreation, he puts his whole self into it and
often gets better results than the person who
has all the time he wants for recreation and
does it because he has nothing else to do.
1 hese are the kinds of men and women who
hold the jobs and who are not often hunting
work. Doors of opportunity do seem to open
to them.
Not only is their time used wisely, but they
also use discretion in spending money. They
do not always have money to spend on candies,
sodas and cakes, but they make every penny in
the dollar stand for its full value. Of course
there is the fortunate student who does not
have to put forth any effort to earn money
for his support. et it does not necessarily
mean that he is a parasite and worthless, for
there are many who prove to be worthy of the
(Continued on Page 8)
DISCRETION
Mable Dockett, ’31
Discretion is a mark of the ability to act
or choose with common sense. Every choice
that one makes reveals his inner self. If
we review the lives of many of our great
men and women, we shall find that not all
of them were born-geniuses. Their appar¬
ent genius was due largely to the continued
exercise of common sense.
There are persons who start life brilliantly,
whose abilities are far above the average;
everybody prophesies success for them, but
they don’t seem to succeed at anything. The
cause of some of the failures in later life
may be due to youth’s unwillingness to in¬
vestigate the things he is not forced to in-
(Continued on Page 8)
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EDITORIAL
The New Year offers us many opportunities,
but shall we wait for them to come round to
us, or shall we go out and find them? If we
fail to find them, we might go and make them.
There is joy in the doing of something—some¬
thing for the good of mankind—something good
enough to merit reward. There is an eternal
urge within which is trying to push us on and
on and up and up. We have not far to go
to find this urge, and it always refuses to ac¬
cept our second best. Surely “He who puts his
best into every task will outstrip the man who
waits for a great opportunity.”
AS A MATTER OF FACT
Having read the interesting works of Charles
Dickens and marvelled at his ability to analyze
characters and understand folk I wondered
what kind of man he was and regretted the
fact that he had not written an account of
his own life. As a matter of fact he had
written an excellent autobiography but I had
not recognized it, in the form of a novel.
During the Christmas vacation the faculty
sponsored the picture “David Copperfield” in
Howe Memorial Hall for the diversion of
students who did not go home for the holidays.
It was in the scene which gave a comment of
the picture that I learned that David Copper-
field is an artistic presentation of the life of
Charles Dickens.
The Campus Mirror management urges
readers of the paper to patronize firms who
advertise with us.
DR. E. P. JOHNSON
Elsie Edmonson, ’30
Dr. Edwin Posey Johnson, Secretary of the
Board of Trustees of Spelman College, and for
twenty-seven years, Pastor of Reed Street Bap¬
tist Church, in Atlanta, Georgia, died on De¬
cember 28, 1929. Dr. Johnson was a well-loved
citizen of Atlanta, and was respected by both
races. For ten years, he was President of the
colored committee on church co-operation, and
in that capacity, rendered notable service in the
promotion of interracial good will and welfare
in the city of Atlanta.
Dr. Johnson was born in Columbus, Georgia,
February 22, 1849. He received his Bachelor’s
Degree from Atlanta University, and in 1906
Morehouse College .conferred upon him the
honorary degree of Doctor of Divinity.
He was married to Miss E liza A. Key
and throughout their lives together the
two of them formed a life “partnership
that has rendered immeasurable service to
needy people.” For six years, Dr. Johnson
taught school at Hawkinsville, Ga., and in
1886 when he and Mrs. Johnson came to At¬
lanta he became principal of Mitchell Street
Public School. Father Quarles, the devoted
friend of Spelman, had ordained Mr. John¬
son; and it was natural that the young man,
on his return to Atlanta, should cultivate
many of his old friend’s interests, including
Spelman Seminary. Mrs. Johnson became a
student at Spelman because her husband
was very enthusiastic about the girls school.
He was a useful man throughout his whole
life, and did much for both spiritual and civic
advancement. He once said, “I never ap¬
plied for a position or church. I felt that
if I was truly the Lord’s servant, when He
wanted me, He would call me.” That is the
spirit in which both Dr. and Mrs. Johnson
have worked, finding the Lord’s call in what¬
ever need came to their hands.
On December 31 the life and character
of Dr. Johnson was the subject of a talk
given by President Read in Sisters Chape1,
which set forth the staunch and loyal char¬
acter of this true friend, not only of Spel¬
man, but of numbers of needy and wrorthy
causes.
DR. JOHN HOPE HONORED
By Elsie Edmonson, ’30
One of the important awards of the William
E. Harmon Foundation for the year 1929 went
to Dr. John Hope, President of Atlanta Uni¬
versity, in national recognition of the work he
has done in the field of education among
Negroes. The award included a gold medal
with $400 honorarium.
Dr. Hope is a graduate of Brown University
and holds honorary degrees from Howard,
Brown and Bucknell Universities.
He began his work at Morehouse College as
a teacher in 1898 and has been President since
1906. Twenty-four years is an unusual'y long
period for a college president to survive the
heavy demands of the manifold tasks of an
administrator who manages to keep an institu¬
tion growing and equal to the demands made
on it and its leaders. During President Hope’s
administration Morehouse College has had a
steady, substantial growth along all lines of
educational advancement.
Spelman College women are indeed proud of
this honor that has come to Dr. Hope. His
clear simp'e presentation of ideas and of ideals,
whenever Spelman students hear him, makes his
talks easily remembered and therefore much
quoted. The subject of a few of the valuable
talks he has given on Spelman Campus have
been: Sincerity of Content and Expression in
Writing, A History of the Status of Women
from Ancient Times to the President Day, and
An Appreciation of Clemenceau. His teaching
provokes thought and inspires not only the
students of Morehouse and Spelman Colleges
but the youth of his race to make earnest
effort and to achieve things noble and worthy.
So individual and sincere is he “that he is a
person who cannot be quoted without quotation
marks.”
The Campus Mirror staff appreciates the
support of all who contributed to the success of
the play program.
AN APPRECIATION OF A
PROGRAM OF PLAYS
By Ida Miller, ’33
On the evening of January 10, The Campus
Mirror sponsored a group of three one act plays
given in Howe Memorial Hal1. These plays
made a great appeal to the audience because of
the superior acting throughout them. The suc¬
cess of the plays is due to the care with which
the director, Miss Anna Cooke, chose the caste,
which was composed of Spelman and Morehouse
students, and to the enthusiasm with which the
plays were rehearsed.
In “The Flattering Word,” George Crockett,
as Dr. Wrigley, exuded a truly ministerial air
which he tinted skillfully with an amusing hu¬
man susceptibility to “the flattering word”—
in intimation that one has dramatic ability.
Frances Callier not only portrayed Dr.
Wrigley’s wife, but ministers’ wives of any
time or place.
Even Mrs. Zooker, played by Edythe Tate, a
certain everywhere present type of the “church
worker,” proved vulnerable to the subtle “flat¬
tering word.”
As Lena Zooker, Hettie Jackson presented
an entirely new aspect of the proverbial child
prodigy.
As Tesh, the wielder of this irresistible form
of persuasion, Boynton Milton was a clever rep¬
resentative of the successful resourceful actor.
In the play, “The Wi'l O’ the Wisp,” Mar¬
garet Johnson, as the country woman, revealed
the depths of simplicity and understanding with
which souls removed from the shallow' triviali¬
ties of conventional life are able to invest them¬
selves.
W illie Dobbs, as the poet’s wife, portrayed
the sophisticated woman of wealth and experi¬
ence so well that the incongruity of this flower
of artifilica'lty as the poet’s wife strikes deeply,
and we understand the Country Woman’s grief
as she says, “He sings no more!”
Frankie Butler, as Nora, injected the lighter
element of, her terror at every turn.
Continued on Page 6)
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SPELMAN’S MID-YEAR
HOLIDAY
Augusta J. Johnson, ’32
One is likely to think of most things as
having a beginning. But here is one that
you may imagine has no beginning. At least
that is what 1 found myself assuming, when
I first came to Spelman. When I asked
about the origin of this holiday, all I could
get was, "We’ve always had it.”
A holiday had always meant to me a day
of festivity, a departure from the regular
routine, or a celebration. I dared not ask
anyone what was done on this day, lest she
think I did not know what a holiday was.
1 noticed the calendar did not record any
historical event on this day. I then con¬
cluded that my first two definitions would
fit the day. There would be no classes;
’twould he a day of festivity. As the day
approached, I came to know its purpose more
clearly. Since it came on the day after mid¬
term examinations, it must have been de¬
signed simply to rest us. This thought was
the one ray of hope that was present during
the ‘exams.’
Some days before the expected Friday, a
notice on the bulletin board read like this:
Directions for Cleaning on Friday
Clean rooms thoroughly





See hall matron for cloths, soap, etc.
I was informed that to follow those direc¬
tions required a whole morning’s work. Never
before did anything strike me like that. I
felt that I had been deceived through no
fault of my own.
The holiday was no holiday, but was a
demonstrated labor day, and no one could
escape. The directions applied to each stu¬
dent.
Looking hack at the “Mid-year Holiday,”
after it had passed, I began to realize that
it was a real holiday, after all. It was rest¬
ful to have your thoughts depart from stud¬
ies and dwell on lighter and brighter things,
such as a newly polished mirror. There was
the whole afternoon to rest. The night rest
was more secure now that the friendly rats
had moved from the stack of papers in the
closet.
The fun came in when you tried to give
your roommate the first chance to display
her tact and talent in tackling the windows
and radiators, and she modestly preferred to
give you the honor.
I remember the parade. Cobwebs, dilapi¬
dated umbrellas, empty vaseline bottles, va¬
cant powder cans, retired face cloths, stock¬
ing caps, and dwarfed pencils marched, with¬
out music, to the already densely populated
waste basket.
It wa* a celebration. In this sanitary way
we commemorated that honorable imaginary
time when some one was kind enough to
think of beginning this annual holiday.
Y. W. C. A. NOTES
Elnora James, president of the Y. W. C. A.,
is at home recovering from a serious illness.
The members of the Y. W. C. A. and other
friends feel keenly the loss of her presence
on the campus and all wish for her speedy
recovery and return to college.
The Vice Presidents of the Y. W. C. A.
quietly presented Miss Chadwick, of the
Leonard Street Home, with a sum of money
to help pay for a rolling chair for one of
her little charges.
The officers of the Y. W. C. A. received
a note of thanks from the Day Nursery, for
gifts of fruit that the Spelman girls carried
to the children there.
IN LOVE WITH SNOW
By Ruby L. Brown
“Christmas is near,” said Mary to her room¬
mate, “and no snow yet. I’d like to get up on
Christmas morning and find the ground
covered.”
Just a few nights before Christmas when
Mary had actually forgotten her w'ish that it
would snow, the snow came dowm so quietly
and softly that nobody could hear it.
“What a big surprise I shall give Mary in
the morning,” thought Mr. Snow. “She’ll just
love me, I know.”
The next morning, December 22nd, Mary was
awakened by the sound of much joyful noise.
“What in the world is happening?” she thought.
Then she went to the window and found the
ground covered with snow. “Oh, Sarah, Sarah,”
she called to her roommate, “do get up and
look at the beautiful snow. Wishes do some¬
times come true, don’t they? How gently it
must have fallen in the dark night. My, I love
it. White and pure and clean as it is, I wonder
why it waited until the dark part of the night
to come? I wanted to see it falling.”
“But, Mary,” said Sarah, “Mr. Snow wanted
to be a pleasant surprise to us. We are glad
of this visit and wonder how long it will last.”
Exclamations of : “Flop!” “I’ll get you yet!”
“Oh, Oh!” “So it was you?” All these
noises and more called Mary to the other
window to see girls bundled up as though they
were going to take a trip to the north pole.
How they hurled snow balls and trampled
around in the snow.
“My, I don’t like for them to ruin the snow
in that way,” exclaimed Mary. “They will make
the visit end before Christmas at that rate, and
I do so much want to see our friend here on
Christmas day.
Mary soon discovered a beautiful white snow
man that some girls had been patient enough
to make. It made a beautiful appearance in
the center of a patch of campus ground.
“Sarah,” said Mary, “aren’t the trees lovely?
Nature’s fringe work of icicles ought to be left
forever. But if they were, we could not see
the other beauties of nature on the trees, could
we? There is a time for everything, I must
realize.”
‘Sarah, I simply must get out, because there
is too much fun in this, for me to miss it.
“SURPRISED BY JOY”
By Ercell Powell, ’33
Because she had never spent a Christmas
season away from home before, she was sure
that it would be unpleasant for her here at this
place. However, early Christmas morning she
realized that it would be enjoyable here.
Early that morning she was awakened by
strains of sweet music beneath her window.
She thought, “At home the same thing is hap¬
pening.” Then for about fifteen minutes she
lay there and imagined what the folks at home
were doing. She saw her father, mother and
brother rubbing “Old Man Sleep” from their
eyes and opening Christmas packages. It
seemed as though she could hear the rustle and
hustle of the paper as they opened their gifts.
Unconsciously, she began to smile and be merry
with them. She was not aware of her sur¬
roundings, until she was disturbed by a “Merry
Christmas” from one of her hallmates. Thus
she began a pleasant Christmas day.
VISITORS ON CAMPUS AT
CHRISTMAS
Ruby Mickens (H.S. ’27), Wilksboro, N. C.
Mrs. Annie Latimer Anderson (H.E. ’20),
Conway, Ark.
Zimmie Retha Jackson (A.B. ’29), Daytona
Beach, Fla.
Thelma B. Brown (A.B. ’29), Winston-
Salem, N. C.
Mosetta Miles (A.B. ’29), Calhoun, Ala.
Folia Butler (A.B. ’28), Americus, Ga.
Sadie Brown (A.B. ’29), Tuscumbia, Ala.
Hark, From the Tombs
“Theodore R. Cove}' Funeral Co. Those
whom we serve show their appreciation.”—
Bay City, Mich., paper.
Look at the girls kodaking, already. Isn’t the
white background lovely for pictures?”
Alary dressed very hurriedly and went out.
Just as she touched the bottom step Sarah heard
a peculiar noise. Mary who had been a little
over-anxious had slipped and had found the
snow cushion wasn’t so soft.
She became angry and said, “All those girls
have been out for a long time, why did I have
to he the first to fall? I don’t like the old
snow after all.”
At this, she returned to her room and sat by
the window, hut could not be satisfied. “That
snow," she said, “which I’ve just admired is too
beautiful for me to frown upon it now. I’ll
try again. If others can, I can too.”
She went out again and played in the snow
and not once did she fall. She was careful
this time and paid attention to the way she
walked out into it. “One can never be too sure
about anything,” she thought.
Mr. Snow stayed until after Christmas. Mary
cried when the sunshine and the rain, without
which we could hardly be happy, came and
forcefully drove away our dear friend. She is
hoping for another visit soon. Her’s was a case
of love at first sight since this winter is the
first one she has ever spent out of Florida.
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A CHEER FOR SPELMAN
Pauline Coleman, ’33
Tune, Yale Boola.
Here’s a cheer and a song
For the whole year long,
And a jolly good year may it be,
And a song and a cheer
For the girls who are here,
And the girls who are over the sea.
There are some in Maine,
And some in Spain,
And some are in Peru,
But wherever they are, be it near or far,
They will give a long cheer for you.
Chorus.
Spelman girls, Spelman girls,
Loyalty with hearts and voices,
\Ye will cheer you, we will cheer you.




(With apologies to Sir John Suckling)
Why so pale and wan, young student?
Prythee why so pale?
Will, if “cheerio” can't help thee,
Sulkiness prevail?
Prythee, why so pale?
Why so talkative, young student?
Pyrthee, why not write?
Will, if studying can not help thee,
Discontentment do't?
Prythee, why not write?
Quit, quit, for shame, exams aren’t bad;
No use being excited.
If from day to day you’ve studied,
Why not be delighted?
No use being excited.
SNATCHES OF ENTHU¬
SIASM ABOUT SNOW
Gee! Get up quickly and look out; what
an adorable scene! Snow-bound houses,
trees, ground—whee ! window sill—the whole
campus is snowy.
Oh-ee! Just look at that big white sheet!
Isn’t it pretty? Seems like Christmas is
here already.
Look 1 A snowball! I made it with snow
from this window sill! Cunning, too!
Oh, the girls are making a snow man out¬
side.
Look out! You’d better close that win¬
dow; stray snowballs are flying everywhere.
There is a snow battle outside.
Whoopee! You never saw any iced cake
as big and white as this. Oh, there’s a nice
triangular slice by the fountain.





The long, long year has passed away,
But memories still cling;
The cherished sweetness of each day
Gives hearts a song to sing.
When green leaves turned to red and gold,
And over the ground were spread;
The chilly breeze sang murmuring,
With grey skies over head.
Then nature made some pictures
With colors rich and bright;
Each day was growing shorter
With a colder, longer night;
And all alone we sat and sighed,
Day-dreamed and thought, at ease,
Of all the wonders, what could be
More wonderful than these?
And when we saw the naked trees,
We shrugged in snowy air,
And still we battled on, in thought,
With hope against despair.
At times we sighed in loneliness
For home folk, though afar,
We wished to feel their, nearness—
They wonder how we are—.
And then we lived again our youth,
Remembered joy once seized—
Of all the wonders none could seem
More wonderful than these.
When miles of earth in snow were clad,
And hearts agog with youth,
In perfect odes at Christmas time
We sang of Living Truth.
Now New Year’s Day has clearly dawned
And we are on our way,
To find new life, new hope, new joys,
More grace and truth each day.
There’re hearts aglow, though not content,
And hearts still true and kind;
For things adored and counted dear
Are things we hope to find.
May our new lives in truth abound,
For truth will always be,
Of all the wonders—wonderful!




The Latin Club of Spelman College met
Wednesday afternoon, December 18, in
Laura Spelman assembly room at 4:45
o’clock.
At roll call each member responded with
a Bible verse in Latin. The songs, “Silent
Night” and “Oh, Come All Ye Faithful,”
were sung in Latin. The following Christ¬
mas program was given :
“The Birth of Christ” (In Latin)
Rubye Brown
“Augustus and the Augustan Age”
Mrs. Naomi Smith
“The Saturnalia" Mrs. T. B. Maxey
Reading, “A Christmas Hymn”
Edna Kennebrew
Yictrola Selection, “Ave Maria”
NEW YEAR’S CHIMES
By Ruby L. Brown, ’30
Ring out, dear Old Year Bells,
Your chimes are dying away,
Peal on, sweet New Year Bells,
Your chimes are loud and gay.
Ring out, dear Old Year Bells,
You’ve really done your part,
Peal on, sweet New Year Bells,
And gladden each one’s heart.
Ring out, dear Old Year Bells,
We remember all your rhymes,
Peal on, sweet New Year Bells,
Pour forth your sweetest chimes.
Exchange from The Hampton Script:—
Dream beautiful and lofty dreams, and as
you dream, so shall you become. Your dreams
are the promise of what you shall one day
be; your ideal is the prophecy of what you
shall at last unveil.
The greatest achievements ever known
were once but dreams. Dreams are the seed¬
lings and fundamentals of realities. Cherish
your dreams; cherish your visions; cherish
the small voice within you that inspires you
to go onward and upward; cherish your pure
and lofty thoughts, for if you hold these
seedlings and fundamentals dear to your
heart, success and happiness shall come forth
saying as in the old play,—“Everyman, I will
go with thee to be thy Guide, in thy most
need to go- by thy side.”
Office Phone Wad. 3432 Residence Wal. 4789











You will find always the best
grocery values—plus courteous
service and full appreciation of
your patronage.





Marianna sat reading a book. There were
no pictures in the book and her eyelids be¬
gan to droop heavily.
Suddenly she heard a very sweet voice
saying, “Why do you read books? We don’t
read them. Come with me to ‘Think for
Yourself Land.’ ”
Marianna sat up and rubbed her eyes,
hardly able to breathe because of her sheer
delight.
Slowly she followed the bright gauzy¬
winged creature into a seemingly new world.
There were more of these creatures every¬
where.
“This,” said the sophisticated little crea¬
ture as she pointed to a hole in the ground,
“is the way to ‘Thought Alley.’ ”
Marianna curiously peered in, to behold
a large group of men-like creatures with
their chins in their hands.
“They never read books,” she was told.
“They think their own thoughts.”
“Then,” said Marianna, almost trembling
with fear, “you are fairies.”
“That we are,” said she. “I am the Queen
of them all. Look over my little kingdom,
see them darting here and there, see how
happy they are. They manufacture their own
thoughts, but never read books. We even
think of the things in books before they
are put there. Think how many thoughtless
people think they have a new thought when
they read something in a book that has al¬
ready been thought of before.”
“Now” But there came a loud shriek.
Someone was yelling. “Those are foolish
thoughts being taught better,” said the Fairy
Queen. But the noise grew louder. Mari¬
anna stopped her ears. They were coming
nearer and nearer—she was going around in
a circle.
Then suddenly she heard a call and felt
a shake on her shoulder. It was her mother.
Marianna awoke and found herself under
the same tree where she had fallen asleep.
There mother stood and said very sternly,
“Marianna, get up and read your hook.”
But Marianna replied, “Oh, mother, I have
been to a place called ‘Think for Yourself
I .and,’ where people never read, but have
thoughts of their own.”
Packard Hall girls were surprised Christ¬
mas Eve when Miss Rose and Miss Steele
served ice cream and cake. Miss Rose just
would remember art : the cakes were red
and green, and the ice cream matched them
perfectly. It was art that could be appre¬
ciated. for art is something that gives enjoy¬





I was so happy in the warmth of your
love. The fire of your love danced around
me merrily and leaped high and warmed me.
In my joy at the pleasing warmth, I lay
down and was happy. Then the fire of love
became so warm that I began to pull off
some of my garments. First I pulled off
the white outer garment of Formality. Then
the flames leaped ever higher, and I pulled
from me the flowing garment of Sophisti¬
cation. Then the flames became softer and
more warm, and I pulled from my body one
by one the gowns of Unkindness, Doubt of
Love. Then when I was ever coming nearer
to my Real Self—then
I saw the flame of your love for me die
down. It became nothing but a bed of
ashes, writh a few glowing coals. I looked
around, and was surprised to find the flame
that had been mine dancing recklessly
around another.
I suddenly felt very cold and ashamed.
I reached quickly for a garment, and in my
haste picked up and clothed myself with the
garment of Disbelief in Love—Disbelief in
the Honesty of Love.
On the ashes and dying coals of your for¬
mer love I piled high the fuel of Kindness,
Understanding—and tried to build another
fire: the strong, enduring, ever-burning fire
of Friendship.
After weeks of hard working with my
flame, when it had finally grown to quite
a little height and was still growing higher
and stronger. I was surprised to find your
flame of love come back—a bit uncertainly
but still hopefully; but I was warm and
safe within the fire of Friendship that had
spread around me by now. The fire of
Friendship kept out the dancing uncertain
fire of Love.
THE MENDER OF BROKEN
THINGS
By Thelma Brock
Such a dignified, perfectly poised person
is the mender of broken things. His kind
and meek face is brightened by thick white
hair.
He picks his way along—his steps short
and timid. His every movement seems pre¬
meditated. He deals with his small tasks
as if he were molding human life, so careful
are his motions. He seldom talks, yet his
mere silence fascinates you.
Packard Hall has a permanent House
Mother now. Miss Iona Crawford, of At¬
lanta. arrived January 1 to begin work. The




By Hilda Evans, 9th Grade
Roland Hayes
Roland Hayes, who will appear here in
concert at the Auditorium January 29, was
born in Georgia. He is the foremost singer
of the colored race, and one of the leading
tenors of America. His music comes straight
from his soul. His art is well seen in his
rendition of the spirituals.
He made his first appearance with the
Boston Symphony Orchestra. Since then
he has sung before the crowned heads of
Europe and Asia.
Paderewski
Ignace Jan Paderewski, who appears here
under the auspices of the Southern Musical
Bureau at the Auditorium on January 27 was
born in the province of Podolia, in the
Ukraine, in 1860. When a mere child he
showed remarkable fondness for music. At
eighteen he was a professor in the Warsaw
Conservatory, where he had previously stud¬
ied. He made his formal debut in 1887 in
\ ienna. \\ hen New Poland was organized,
Paderewski was made premier and foreign
minister, and became one of the leading






One of the most interesting affairs of the
Christmas season was the tea given Decem¬
ber 20 by the students of the ninth grade
for their parents, under the direction of the
Spelman High School Home Economics
teacher, Miss Anna Davis.
I lie assembly room and the living room
of the Home Economics building were beau¬
tifully decorated with Health Posters and
Christmas decorations.
The following program was given : A brief
talk, I he Aims of Home Economics Teach-
hig, by Miss Davis; a Health Song, bv the
ninth grade; demonstration, "How to Pack
a School Lunch Box,” by Edwina Westmore¬
land; "Professor Happy’s Vanity Case,” pre¬
sented by the ninth grade; a brief talk on
"Home Economics in General,” by Miss
Daisy Kugel, and a Christmas Song by the
audience.
After the program, refreshments were
served in the living room, consisting of drop
cookies with pink and green icings, dainty
Christmas candies, hot tea with small slices
of lemon and orange, and delicately colored
sugars, all of which were made by the mem¬
bers of the ninth grade.
readier—Fritz, your essay on ‘Mv Moth¬
er was just the same as your brother’s.
^ es> S,T. we have the same mother.
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A CHRISTMAS PLAYLET
Bkulah Esthkk Cloud, ’31
One of the delightful events on Spelman
Campus during the Christmas vacation was
the play, “The Spirit of Christmas,” pre¬
sented by tlie Wheatley-Fauset Story Telling
Club on December 26. The play consisted
of two acts and was written by Samantha
Howard, the president of the club. It was
thoroughly modern in motive and content
in that it depicted a number of common
attitudes toward Christmas giving. The first
act is a scene on Christmas Eve in the
living room of Mrs. Forbes, who, with her
daughters, is busy wrapping Christmas gifts.
As they work they discuss the values of the
gifts they are giving and speculate as to
what kinds of gifts they will receive. Each
of the daughters has a selfish attitude toward
giving and receiving gifts except Marian,
who thinks that one should accept a gift
rather for the motive behind it than for the
value of it. This causes much heated discus¬
sion among the girls.
The second act takes place on Christmas
morning in the same living room. Every one
is engaged in unwrapping and examining
gifts. Most of the gifts are expensive enough
to please Mrs. Forbes and her daughters
except the necklace given Flossy by her
sister Marian, which fell very low in Mossy’s
estimation when she found that it cost
twenty-five cents instead of twenty-five dol¬
lars. In the midst of this scene a little
beggar enters and asks to be permitted to
warm at the fire. All want to send her away
except Marian, who takes the child to the
fire. As soon as this is done the spirit of
Christmas enters and commends Marian for
her generosity and reprimands the others
for their selfishness.
The persons in the play were: Mrs.
Forbes, Phyllis Kimbrough; Ann Forbes,
Nellie M. Billups; Flossy Forbes, Myrtle
Lagard; Mimxnie Forbes, Rosa E. Turner;
The Beggar, Augusta Johnson; The Spirit
of Christmas, Etta Haynes.
The following quotations from the playlet
illustrate different motives. Giving as if
trading in the stock market to see what
you can get:
Mrs. Forbes: Oh, I just wonder if Mrs.
Tubbes will like that beautiful scarf, and
I am so anxious to know what she is
sending me. I imagine she got my gift
at Davison-Paxon’s or J. A. Allen’s, and
wouldn’t it be nice if it were one of those
nifty luncheon sets?
Giving just because some one gives you:
Mrs. Forbes: You know she always gives
you something nice.
Giving gifts because of quality:
Flossy: Yes, mother, I paid a big price for it.
Ann: Some people have the nerve to send
me things of which I have too many;
others will send something so cheap that
I dare not use it. If I had my way I’d
send a message to those that “give such
horrible gifts, saying keep all your trash
at home. I always give expensive gifts.”
AN APPRECIATION OF A
PROGRAM OF PLAYS
(Continued from Page 2)
By her exquisite interpretation of the Will O’
the Wisp, Florence Warwick dominated the
whole play.
In the last of the three plays, “The Riders to
the Sea,” Lillian Peck revealed in Cathleen a
heart that was becoming just a little frightened
and possibly a little embittered by contact with
stern realities.
Nora, played by Sarah Blocker, still believes
in the inevitable happiness and good. Hers is
the heart which Cathleen must have had a few
yeaM before.
As Maurya, Catherine Burris was more than
an old woman who had lost a husband and seven
sons to the sea. She was the personification) of
acceptance of the will of fate. Her playing was
exceptionally effective.
Jonel Brown, playing Bart!ey, summed up his
youth and arrogance in the superb jesture with
which he put his pipe in his mouth before leav¬
ing with the cattle. One could know him from
that—the only remaining son and brother, a lit¬
tle spoiled, impetuous, self-willed, always pitted
against the fears of the aged and the weak in
his unthinking eagerness.
Floyd Campbell, as the young Priest, repre¬
sents the belief in good and an evident lack of
understanding of the way of 'ife where nature
pits its strength against that of man.
The c'imax of tragic sorrow is reached in the
deep composure of Maurya, during the slow ap¬
proach of women keening the dead and the an¬
nouncement that all has occurred which Maurya
had foreseen, when the mute proof, the body of
her last son, drowned in the sea, is placed be¬
fore her. Every act and speech of hers seemed
like the voice of eternal truth.
Flourishing Industries






Mimme : Yes, but I want it for myself now.
I think I’ll give her those beads Helen
sent me last Christmas. I do hate for
Christmas to come, for after I buy up my
gifts, I’d rather keep them myself.
It’s the motive and not the gift that
counts:
Marian : Oh, mother, I believe Mrs. Tubbs
would appreciate a handkerchief as much
as she would that scarf—I don’t see where
you and Flossy get the idea that people
don’t appreciate little things.
The Spirit of Christmas:
I exemplify that type of giving which is not
determined by selfishness—giving to re¬
ceive—and neither is it determined by
measuring gifts in terms of quality. I rep¬
resent the spirit of giving that Marian has
shown. She is the one who had pity on
the beggar child. Come (to Marian and
beggar), we will find a place where the




The Morehouse Auxiliary presented Mr.
George Garner, a tenor of international repu¬
tation in recital, Friday evening, December 13,
1929, in Sisters Chapel, Spelman College. Mr.
Garner was assisted by his wife, Mrs. Netta
Paullyn Garner, who is also an accomplished
artist. Especially delightful numbers were:
“Die Post,” by Schubert, “My Lovely Celia,”
an old English song, and “Roll, Jordan, Roll,”
arranged by Mrs. Garner. The power and
quality of his voice thrilled the great audience
which forced him to respond to many encores.
“Didn’t It Rain,” “I Stood On De Ribber of
Jordan,” and “Swing Low, Sweet Chariot,”
were among the encores that pleased the
listeners. The pianist played two numbers by
Chopin and one by McDowell. There is no
doubt that Mr. Garner has won many new ad¬
mirers by his brilliant singing and dramatic
power.
STORY TELLING CLUB
On the afternoon of December 10, The
Wheatley-Fauset Story Telling Club had its
monthly meeting in the assembly room of Laura
Spelman Rockefeller Memorial building. The
Christmas theme was suggested in decoration,
program and serving.
The room was arranged so as to give the
effect of a living room, in which all of the
lights were covered with red and green Christ¬
mas paper. In one corner of the room was
arranged a real fire place, in which was the
semblance of a fire. On each end of the mantle
were mounted two red candles. Around the
open fire place, chairs were arranged on which
the members quietly seated themselves while
soft music was being played.
Frankie Berry, chairman of the program
committee, gave greetings of the season and
announced the following program:
Piano “Silent Night”
Sarah Blocker
Christmas Poem Frankie Berry
Story..... Little Pico'a
Lois Davenport
Soft Music Sarah Blocker
Reading —Juanita Jernigan
Story ____ Edythe Tate
Christmas Poems Frances Callier
After the program the president took charge
of a business session of the club in which plans
were made for a Christmas entertainment.
After Miss Juola, Club adviser, commented
on the home-like arrangement of the room and
the well planned program; she then suggested
that each girl tell of some interesting Christmas
experience, and before the story hour was over
many girls told of their early childhood ex¬
periences with Santa Claus and their beliefs.
At the close of the hour each girl was served
red and green candy mints and while victrola
music was playing, they passed out as quietly
as they had assembled.
Respected Infant!
“Dear Miss,” wrote a particular mother to
a teacher, “don’t whip Tommy. He isn’t
used to it. We never whip him at home
except in self-defense.”
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SHOULD APRON STRINGS
BE BROKEN BY COLLEGE
FRESHMEN?
(Continued from Page 1)
liar friends; teachers are lenient and sympa¬
thetic ; schedules are about the same as those of
advanced grammar grades; and—“Oh well," he
thinks, “High school is about the same as gram¬
mar school, only a higher course.” Then too,
“Mother and Dad” are perfectly delighted to
have a son. or daughter in high school; so they
will give, or send, money and even boxes without
requests. The girl, or boy is still tied tightly
to the apron strings, even being dragged by
them sometimes.
But alas! To the baffled youth, college pre¬
sents a different aspect. Nine times out of ten
he is sent a distance from home. Here he
meets brand new people. Then, the very first
task of his freshman year, is to develop a per¬
sonality which will win friends for him. There
are new circumstances, new environments and
difficulties to deal with. Financial demands are
greater, and he must learn to plan his own
budget. “Gentle mercy” has abandoned the
hearts of the college “Profs,” and “Stern
Justice" takes her place; therefore lessons must
be mastered, or a dismal failure lurks in the
shadows.
Not only does the freshman find that external
affairs have changed, but that within himself
new ideas have sprung up from various hints
or impulses. Probably, most of the new ideas
are elevating and will burst forth some day in
glorious fruit; but, sad to say, some ideas
gathered from wrong sources, or misconceived (
notions, tend to cause the college youth to grow
apart from his parents and to look upon them
in a different manner. Gone is his former pride
in their ability to care for him and in his close
relationship with them. He loves his parents,
he says, “Oh, yes,” but that gentle understand¬
ing and depth of feeling which he once held for
his parents, even the pal-like companionship the
daughter once had for her mother, is slipping
away. In other words, the parent is considered
an inferior (of course, this is regarded with a
sympathetic attitude by the college person).
The young man, or woman thinks that he, or she
is sufficiently independent and able to break
the apron strings and say goodbye to the past.
But should they ignore the past and disregard
their parents training?
I firmly believe that every young man and
woman should utilize his and her independence
by developing originality and the ability to cope
with any situation. The highest tribute children
can give to their parents is loving care prompted
by understanding hearts, for “all that we are
and ever hope to be, we owe to our angel
mother.” But break the apron strings? Never!
Instead, let the freshman lengthen them. He
will then have plenty of space for expansion
and yet remain firmly attached to the influences
of his home life and best of all to those who
love him and are interested in his welfare.
Professor: Miss D—, wouldn’t you like
to be married to a thrifty man?
Miss l): Yes, I should like to marry one,
but I should not like to be engaged to one.
MISS HAMILTON
(Continued from Page 1)
Training School, then located in Dallas, Texas.
She was appointed in 1910 by the Baptist Home
Mission Society to come to Spelman Seminary,
now Spelman College. Here she taught Mis¬
sionary Training classes until that work was
discontinued; then she became Bible teacher for
Spelman High School and Elementary School
and continued as Bible teacher at Spelman until
June, 1927. Since leaving Spelman College
community, Miss Hamilton’s work in Nash¬
ville, Tennessee, had been in the Lockland
Baptist church where she was an active, worker
in the Woman’s Missionary Society, taught
a Sunday School class of adult women, also
found other pleasant services to perform similar
to the ones she had done during her years in
Atlanta, and she was associated with a very
dear friend, Miss Grace M. Eaton of the Fire¬
side School.
Being truly a missionary, both in mind and
spirit, the services of May C. Hamilton included,
besides her teaching in the class room, efforts
that were probably more numerous than any one
besides herself ever knew. She had a large
circle of friends whom she interested in the
needs of the individuals and groups that she
sought out and tried to lift to better ways of
living.
Rachel Davis, one of Miss Hamilton’s pupils
at Spelman, gives the following appreciation
which voices the thought and feeling of the
large number of girls who knew Miss Hamil¬
ton and who acknowledge a deep debt for the
influence she exerted on their lives.
Miss Hamilton was always enthusiastic about
her class work as well as her other missionary
activities. Of her Bible classes in school she
would say, “I always enjoy the work of the
first semester because I have six classes study¬
ing the Life of Christ and one high school
class studying Old Testament History.” So
enthusiastic was she about the children she
taught that before each school year was over
she would find time to visit the homes of
every one of her day students and know their
parents and their home conditions.
As often as she could do it, she would in¬
vite groups of her pupils to her residence room
and entertain them with stories and, to help
them feel at ease and happy, she would have
for them dainty refreshments of cakes, fruit
or nuts and small gifts of pictures and books or
other needed things to carry away with them.
The children of Leonard Street Orphanage
and large numbers of children besides have the
name and personality of Miss Hamilton asso¬
ciated in their minds with scripture passages
she taught them, such as the Beatitudes, the
23rd and the 51st Psalms, the Ten Command¬
ments and others. She was a frequent visitor
at the Orphanage and interested in the success
of all details of Miss Chadwick’s work with the
girls.
Not only did she visit the homes of her
students, but she found her way to the homes
of many other people, it mattered not how poor
or needy, and in all these homes she would, if
the people wished it, read the Bible and talk and
pray. The home conditions of children, she
knew, were often relieved in times of need or
Dr. Maurice A. Bigelow, Professor of Biol¬
ogy and Director of the School of House¬
hold Arts, Teachers College, Columbia Uni¬
versity, stopped December 16 on bis way
to Florida to call on Miss Kugel and see
the home economics department. Dr. Bige-
Low is the author of “Sex Education," "Ado¬
lescence," a text book in biology, and numer¬
ous pamphlets and magazine articles.
From the December, 1929, Journal of Home
Economics.
The Negro coming into his own. Housing
18. 110-113 (1929)
An account of the group of new modern
apartment houses which are to occupy an
entire city block on the south side of Chi¬
cago and house 417 Negro families and for
which Julius Rosenwald is responsible. Four-
room apartments will rent for from $58 to
$72 per month, and the aim is to demonstrate
that by large-scale mass operation, attrac¬
tive, modern, healthful homes can be offered
within the purchase price of the tenants and
on a basis of 6 per cent return on the in¬
vestment.
of distress, through the efforts and care of Miss
Hamilton. She thus taught practical mission
work, saying by her deeds, “Do thou so unto
others.”
From 1915 until the close of her services in
Spelman community, Miss Hamilton was Super¬
intendent of Spelman Sunday School and she
went regularly from this service to Shiloh
Baptist church on Greensferry Avenue and
taught a Sunday School class of boys. The
protest of friends that she was doing more
than her strength warranted, did not change her
in the slightest. After attending nearly every
religious service on the campus on Sunday, she
would often attend other services in the city in
the evening.
Her pupils agree, without one dissenting
voice, that she was a woman who was full of
kindness and generosity. Her manner of greet¬
ing and conversing was simple, frank, kind—
putting every one at ease, from tiny tot to co¬
workers or strangers. Spelman girls say,
“Wherever we would meet her, whether in her
class room, in her living room or on the campus
or street she would give us some word that was
helpful and encouraging.”
Although a most active Home Missionary,
Miss Hamilton usually had some missionarv
project for foreign people that she worked on
quietly and for which she accepted assistance
from her friends who liked to join hands with
her in these efforts for spreading the king¬
dom of God.
lit one of her last letters to a faculty member
at Spelman she told of a plan she had for col¬
lecting money in order to buy testaments to send
to .South America and Mexico. The faculty
members of Spelman College have organized for
a May C. Hamilton Memorial Loan Fund in
honor of this noble woman.
More: "I hear your roommate is a triple
theater.”
House: ‘A es, he plays a saxophone, per¬
forms on a ukulele and sings tenor!"
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A PORTRAIT
Maudie M. Price, ’33
Just as a sudden light attracts your eyes
and attention in black darkness, so does the
delightful personality of this teacher of
whom 1 am thinking now. This woman is
one of the most interesting teachers I have
ever known. She has an alert and pleasing
expression which is accompanied by an en¬
couraging smile, a smile that suggests warmth
and tenderness. The expressive mouth has
unusual marks of beauty: teeth not too spacy
nor too crowded, when seen between grace¬
fully curved lips. She is a tall slender per¬
son and rather graceful. Her hair is a black¬
ened tan, carrying natural waves due to its
quality. Her complexion is a light brown.
The merry twinkle of her eyes can he seen
as a warning when she fears that you are
missing the point which she is developing
with care. Her hands move in easy flowing
gestures as she suggests the meaning of
what she says or reads.
Noticing the arrangement or use of her
words, you can clearly see that inwardly she
is not guilty of trying to crush your spirit.
Down in her heart she feels justified in
allowing every man his freedom of speech
and of conscience, and stands for the en¬
forcement of the laws and rules of the
school. The attitude of a mother is evident
when she seems over-anxious that her stu¬
dents’ literary thirst he satisfied. She is
dignified, yet she loves humor and jests.
Stepping spryly into the class room, she al¬
ways reminds me of mint-candy, even before
she told her students that hooks, easily read,
were “Peppermint Candy.”
DISCRETION
(Continued from Page 1)
vestigate. His fields of interest and concern
are so few and narrow that his choices and
desires are as limited as his experiences. If
he is given an opportunity to choose for the
good of larger groups, he is unable to see
beyond his own selfish ends.
Very often we hear of a brilliant hoy or
girl who shows promise of talent. He may
attain to temporary success, hut has not the
power to keep his project growing. The
young poet Chatterton, who was known as
the world’s great literary forger, had the
talent and the ability to write, but did not
exercise discretion in using his talent.
There are a number of people that are
known for their indiscretion. A person with¬
out discretion is like an army without dis¬
cipline—more dangerous to itself than to the
enemy. Napoleon worked for years to se¬
cure the Milan Decrees, which shut out Eng¬
lish trade from the continent of Europe.
Because of his lack of discretion he refused
to withdraw the Decrees when he had dis¬
covered his mistake. His judgment was
blinded by his selfish power-seeking mind.
There are thousands whose judgments are
blinded by their mental attitude. They lack
the ability to see things broadly and to use
discretion which is the rudder and tiller of
EMANCIPATION DAY
PROGRAM
For many years the Wheatlev-Fauset Lit¬
erary Society, which is now divided into the
Wheatley-Fauset Debating and Story Telling
Clubs, has sponsored the annual Emancipa¬
tion program held on Spelman campus.
This year under the direction of Catherine
Burris and Samantha Howard, presidents of
the Debating and Story Telling Clubs, re¬
spectively, the following program was given :
Prelude Miss Naomi Hayman
Battle Hymn of the Republic The Audience
Scripture and Prayer Edythe Tate
Piano Solos Carol Blanton
1. Prelude Dett
2. Honey Dett
Emancipation Proclamation Emmaline Burris
Vocal Solo—“Deep River” Bessie Mayle
Introduction of Speaker Samantha Howard
Emancipation Address—“Unfinished
Tasks” Rev. C. ]. Baker
National Negro Hymn The Audience
Benediction
Recessional
The address of Mr. C. J. Baker was an in¬
teresting presentation of outstanding aspects
of the “Unfinished Tasks” which the Ameri¬
can Negro began with the Proclamation of
January 1, 1863. Problems of continued
progress in education, business and industry
were presented with a clearness that chal¬
lenged thought; and the value of the Chris¬
tian religion, which Negroes readily adopted
as their own, was urged for its genuine in¬
fluence in making character firm and staunch
and in securing continued happiness. The
clever fitness of Mr. Baker’s illustrations
clinched points that cannot be forgotten.
The "double inspiration” of the Negro in
business, striving to attain his ends and at
the same time avoiding powers and preju¬
dices that tend to hinder his attainments, he
illustrated by the dog which is chasing a
rabbit for his dinner and being chased at
the same time by an enemy dog.
character mo’ding. To sit and brood over
some temporary discomfort in the present
or past often hinders wise choice.
We must remember that caution is not
always discretion. Some wait for years to
accomplish an object, and when it is done
it is wrong, simply because they have not
used good judgment—the standard necessity
to discretion.
Discretion is a stern critic of self. When
we attempt something that we are not able
to do well, our sense of discretion may re¬
veal our ignorance. By it we discover situa¬
tions. How many people rush into affairs
headlong without disciplining their powers?
People who fondly believe that all men are
their friends and are to be trusted, some¬
times have a sad awakening when they find
themselves deceived. Thus they learn to test
before trusting. The nearest a person comes
to knowing himself is when he tests himself
and wills to exercise discretion.
TO GO OR NOT TO GO—TO
COLLEGE
(Continued from Page 1)
sacrifices made for them; and they show by
their interest and their earnest efforts that they
are very appreciative. They are willing to help
carry the burden of the extra curricular activi¬
ties of the campus and find pleasure in doing
them. They have high regard for their work¬
ing fellow-students who would like to, but do
not, have the time to give to such activities.
Both of these types of students are the ones
to whom any college would delight in opening
its doors. But woe be to the student who
walks around with a chip on his shoulder be¬
cause he must work, or the student who feels
that it is the other fellow’s job to take care
of the activities of the campus because he pays
in cash for everything he gets.
Then there is the second type of student who
enters college, but is forced to stop work to
earn money in order to complete his education.
This type is more prevalent among men than
women. There arc two main reasons for this:
In the first place, more men than women must
educate themselves unaided, and women, usually,
are more willing to live on less spending money
than men. In the second place, society has
placed a greater responsibility upon the man
than the woman. It is he who is expected
to make the headway in life and he must be
prepared to do it.
Many of the students who must leave school
or college, work with a stronger determination,
because they realize that they do not have a
lifetime in which to get their education. So, it
is with double effort that they work in order
to re-enter college as soon as possible to be¬
come prepared for their life’s work. Of course
many stop with the intention of returning, but
they feel certain that they are doing just as well
and are making as much money by continuing
their work. This might be true in some in¬
stances, but, according to the law of the aver¬
age, it is not true. For if they can do the
work for which they are partly prepared how
much more efficiently would they do it were
they fully prepared? Preparation, when demon¬
strated, demands a higher salary. The point
is not to discourage the student who must stop
college to work, but to urge him to keep ever
in mind his purpose in stopping.
Y. W. C. A. CHRISTMAS
PROGRAM
A very effective Christmas program was
planned by Mr. Howard Thurman for a joint
meeting of the Spelman and Morehouse Christ¬
ian associations, in Howe Memorial Hall, Dec.
22. The program, which was in charge of Mel¬
vin \\ atson of Morehouse College, consisted of
Christmas Carols, a vocal solo, “Si'ent Night”
sung by Bessie Mayle accompanied by Miss
Webster at the piano and Professor Harreld
with the violin. There were also responsive
readings, music by a mixed quartet and by an
invisible choir.
What the man will wear—
“Wanted—To buy Tuck Cedar, size 37
or 38.”
